forgiven thee thy greed and would have turned from thee
in contempt!
All thy finest children are against thee. They lower
their honest eyes in shame of thee,, so that they may not see
thy obese face, thou mistress of bankers. Thou hast become
a loathsome huckstress. They who learned from thee to
die for honour and liberty,, will understand thee no more
and will turn from thee with pain in their hearts.
Prance! Lust for gold has disgraced thee., intercourse
with bankers has perverted thy honest soul., quenched its
fire with filth and banality.
And thou, mother of Liberty, thou, Joan of Arc, hast
given strength to brute beasts that they may seek again
to crush the people.
Great France, who wast once the cultural leader of
the world, dost thou realize the utter abomination of thy
deeds?
Thy venal hand has for a time barred the road of liberty
and culture to a whole nation. And even if that time be
only one day, thy crime will be none the less. But not for
one day hast thou impeded the march towards liberty, By
virtue of thy gold the blood of the Russian people will
flow again.
May that blood stain the decrepit cheeks of thy false
face with the crimson blush of eternal shame!
My beloved!
I too spit a gout of blood and gall in thy eyes!
New York,
May i9c6